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That the World is a Lottery, what” 
Map can + doubt « „ 2 "3 


TT 


PR O- 


; 3 


* 


PROLOGUE: 


Spoke by Mr. C IBB E R., Jun. 


A*® Tragedy preſcribes to Paſſjon Rules, A 
So Comedy delights to puniſh Fools ; 

And while at nobler Game ſhe boldly flies, 
Farce challenges the Vulgar as her Prize. 
Some Fillies ſcarce perceptible appear 

In that juſt Glaſs, which ſbe us you as you are. 
But Farce ſtill claims a magnifying Right, 
To raiſe the Object larger to the Sight, 

Aud ſhew her Iuſect Fools in ſtronger Light. 
Implicit Fuith is to her Poets due, 

And all her laughing Legends till are true. 
Thus when ſome Conjurer does Wives tranſlate, 
What dull, affected Critick dams the Cheat ? 

Or ſhould we ſee Credulity profound, 

Give to Ten Thouſand Fools, Ten Thouſand Pooh! ? 
| Should we behold poor WWretches Horſe away 

The Labour of a Twelvemonth in 4 Day; 

| Nay, ſhould our Poct, with his Muſe agog, 

Show you an Alley-Broker for a Rogue, 

Tho” "tis a moſt impoſſuble Suggeſtion, © 


- 


Fuith! think it all but Farce, and grant the Oueft:on 
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SCENE, LONDON, 


5 = Tak 


SCENE LE 
Mr. Stocks, alone. 


AIR I Set by Mr. SEE DO. 
LOTTERY V5 a Taxation, 


Upon all the Fols in Creation; 
And Heawv'n be prais d, £3 
| fe is eafily raid. 
| Creduliry s always in Faſbion ; I 
Fr, Folly s a Fund, 
ili rere, loſe Ground, 
3 Fools are ſo rife in the Nation. 
[ Knocking withour, 


Enter 1 Buyer, " 


1 Buyer. * not this a Houſe where People buy 
Lottery- Tickets? 

Stocks. Yes, Sir Il believe I can furniſh you 
with as good Tickets as any One. 


ö I Buyer, 
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1 The LOTTERY. 
1 Buer. I ſuppoſe, Sir, tis all one to you, what 
Neunes a Man fixes on. | | 
Stock. Any of my Numbers. 

1 Buyer. Becauſe I wou'd be glad to have i it, Sir, 
the Number of my own Tears, or my Wife's; or if I 
cou'd not have either of thoſe, I wou'd be glad 
to have it the Number of my Mother's. : 

Stocks. Ay, or ſuppoſe now, it was the Number 
of your Grandmothers? 

1 Buyer. No, no! She has no Luck in Lotteries : 
She had a whole Ticker, once, and got but fifty 
Pounds by it. 

Stocks. A very unfortunate Perſon , truly, Sir, my 
Clerk will furniſh you, it you'll walk that way up 
to the Office. Ha! ha, ha! There's one 199007. 
got What an abundance of imaginary rich 
Men will one Month reduce to their former Po- 
wy. [ Knocking without. ] Come i in. 


Enter 2 Buyer. 


2 Buyer. Does not your Worſhip let Horſes, Sir? 

Stocks. Ay, Friend. 

2 Buyer. J have got a little Money by driving a 
Hackney- Coach, and I intend to ride it out in 
the Lottery. 

Stocks. You are in the right, it is the way 1 to 
drive your own Coach. 

2 Buyer, I don't know, Sir, that-- but I am wil- 
ling to be in Fortune's way, as the ſaying is. 
SCtockt. You are a wiſe Man, and it is not impoſ- 
ſible but you may be a rich one tis not above 
no matter, how many to one, but that vou 


are this Night worth 1000. 


AIR II. Free-Maſons Tune. 


Here are the beſt Horſes, 
That ever ran Courſes, 


Mere 


LOTTERY | 7 


Here is the beſt Pad for your Wife, Sir; 
Who rides one a Day, 
Tf Luck's in his way, | 

May ride in a Coach all his Life, Sir. 


The Sportſman efleems 

The Horſe more than his Gems, 
That leaps d er a pitiful Gate, Sir; 

But here is the Hack, | 
If you fit but his Back, 
Wil leap jou into an Eftate, Sir. 


2 Buyer: How long a Mia may labour to get 


that * work, which he 8 get 1n E Minute ac 


play! L 
AIR III. Black Joke. 
The Soldier, in a hard Campaign, | 


Gets leſs than the Gameſter, by throwing a Main, 


Or dealing to Bubbles, and all, all that : 
he ſtouteſt Satlor, every one knows, 
Gets leſs than the Courtier, with cringing Bus, 
And, Sir, I'm your Vaſſal, and all, all that : 
And Tes ud Ladies too, they ſay, © 
Get leſs by Virtue, than by Play ; ; 
And dowdy Joan 
Had ne er been known, 
Nor Coach had been her Ladyſbip Lot, 
But for the black _ and 1% all that. 


An belike you, Sir, I wou'd willingly wide upon 


the Number of my Coach. 
Stccks. Mr. Trick, let that Gentleman the Num- 


er of his Coach LA, de.] No matter whether 


we have it, or no As the Gentleman is ri- 
ding to a Caſtle in the Air, an airy Horſe is the 
propereſt to garry him. (Knocking hard withoug.) 

58 2 1 Heyday \ \ 
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n. LOTTERY. 
Heyday ! this is ſome Perſon of * by the 
| Impudence of the Footman. 


Enter Lad y. 


Lach. Your 6 Stocks. | 
Stocks, I am your Ladyſhip's moſt obedient Servant, 
Lady. J am come to buy ſome Tickets, and hire 
ſome Hirſes, Mr. Stocks----T intend to have twe ny 
Tickets, and ten Horſes every Days. 
Stecks. By which, if your Ladyſhip has any Luck, 
you may very eaſily get 30 or 40000 J. | 
Lady. Pleaſe to look at thoſe Jewels, Sir---they 
_ coſt my Lord upwards of 6000 1 I intend to lay 
out what you will lend upon em. Knocking without, 
Stocks. If your Ladyſhip pleaſes to walk up into 
the Dining-Room, I 11 wait on you in a Moment. 


Enter Brine: 


Well, Friend, what's your Buſineſs ? 
Porter. Here is a Letter for you, an't pleaſe you. 
Stocks. e 


Brother Stocks, 


HERE is a young Lady come to ludge at my Houſe - 

| from the Country, has defir d me to find out ſome 
one who may inſtruct her how to diſpoſe of 10000 l. 10 
the beſt Advantage---I believe you will find her worth 
_ your A.quuintance; ſhe ſeems a meer Novice, and 1 
Suppoſe bas juſt receiv d her Furtune, which is all that 5 
Needſul | 
5 From your affeionate Brother, 


TIM. STOCKS, 


Very well It requires no dn Anſwer chan that I 
will come. — hard without. | Heyday! more 
| [Opens the D oo 


1 


Pcople of Quality 


Te LOTTERY J 


Enter Jack Stocks. | 5 
Ha! EY : = 
J. Stocks, Your Servant, Brother. 1 
Stocks. Your Servant, Brother--Why, I have not 
ſcen you this Age. + | 
J. Stocks. J have been a Man of great Buſineſs 
lately. „ | 1 
Sie I hope your Buſineſs has turn d to a good 
Account I hope you have clear'd handſomely. 
J. Stocks. Ay, it has turn d to a very good Ac- 
count---T have clear'd my Pockets, Faith . 
Stocks. J am ſorry for that---bur I hope you will 
excuſe me ar preſent, dear Brother Here is a Lady, 
of Quality ſtays for me; but as ſoot! as this hurry 
of Bulineſs is over, I ſhou'd be very glad to- drink 
a Diſh with you at any Coflee-houſe you will ap- 
oint. FEE 5 
” J. Stocks. Oh! I ſhall not detain you long; and 
ſo to cut the Affair as ſhort as poſſible, I deſire 
you wou'd lend me a Brace of Hundreds. | 
eee err 2 
J. Stocks. A Brace of Hundreds! 2001. in your 
own Language. "= \ 
Stocks. Near Jack, you know.] wou'd as ſoon 
lend you 200 l. as one, but am at preſent ſo out 
J. Stecks, Come, come, Brother, no Equivoca- 
tion: 200 l. I muſt have, and will. 
Stocks, Muſt have, and will!----Ay, and. ſhall 
have too, if 70 Fan er el... ; + | 
J. Stocks. Sdeath ! you fat Raſcal ; what Title 
had you to come into the World before me ? 
_ Stacks, You netd not mention that, Brother; you 
know, my Riches, if I have any, are owing to my 
Induſtry ; as your Poverty is to your Lazineſs, and 
 Extravagance---and I hare rais'd myſelf by the 
Multiplication-Table, as you have undone your 
{c1t at the Hazard Table, 


e 
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[i F. Stocks. That is as much as to ſay, I have 
undone my ſelf like a Gentleman, and you have 
rais'd your ſelf like a Pick-pocket. — Sirrah, 
you are a Scandal to the Family, you are the 
firſt Tradeſman, that has been in it. | 
Stocks. Ay, and the firſt that has been worth 
'a Groat in it. And tho you don't deſerve it, I 
have thought of a Method to put you in a way 
to make you the Second. There, read that Let- 
ter. J. Stocks reads It to himſelf. | Well, Sir, what 
. ay you to 1o000l. and a Wife? | 
F. Stocks. Say! that Tonly want to know how 
to get them. „ 3 
Stocks. Nothing ſo eaſy.— As ſhe is certainly 
very ſilly, you may depend upon it, ſhe will be 
fond of a Lac'd Coat, and a Lord, —Now I will 
make over both thoſe to you in an Inſtant, — 
My Lord Lace hath pawn'd his laſt Suit of Birth- 
Night Clothes to me; and as I intend to break 
before he can redeem em — The Clothes and 
the Title are both at your Service—So, if your 
Lordſhip pleaſes to walk in, I will but juſt diſ- 
atch my Lady, and be with you. ES 
. Stocks. If I can but nick this time, Ame's- 
Ace, I defy thee, . 


„ 


J — 
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1 SCENE N 


1 | Enter Lovemore. 3 

N What a Chace has this Girl led me? How- 
ever, I have track'd her all the way, till within 
a few Miles of this Town.-If I ſtart her again, an 
Tet her look to't.— I am miſtaken, or ſhe began 
to find her Paſſion growing too violent, before 
ſhe attempted this Flight — and when once a 
RE T7. - ER Woman 


The LOTTER Y. + 1 
Woman is fairly wounded, let her fly where ſhe | 
will, the Arrow ſtill ſticks in her Side, 4 


AIR IV. Chloe is falſe, but ſtill ſhe is charming 
Women in vain Love's powerful Torrent, 
With unequal Strength oppoſe, _ 4 
Kea ſon, a while, may ſtem the ſtrong Current, 
Love ftill at laſt her Soul o'erflows. 
Pleaſures inviting. | 
Paſſions exciting, 
Aer Lover charms ber, 
Of Pride diſarms her; 
Down, down fhe goes, 


| Fnter Whisk. 

So, Whisk, have you heard any News? 
Mbisk. News, Sir! ay, I have heard News, 
and ſuch as will ſurprize you. . 

| Love. What! no Rival, I hope. 
* _Whisk. You will have Rivals enough now, I 
ſuppoſe.— Why, your Miſtreſs is got into 

a fine Lodging in all. Jial —— I found her out 
by meeting that Baggage her Maid, in the 
Street, who wou'd ſcarce ſpeak to me. I fol- 

low'd her to the Door; where, in a very few 

Minutes, came out ſuch a Proceſſion of Milli- 
ners, Mantua-makers, Dancing maſters, Fidlers, 
and the Devil knows what; as I once remem- 
ber at the equipping a Parliament-Man's Coun- 
try Lady, to pay her firſt Viſit. ä 

Love. Ha! by all that's infamous, ſhe is in 

Keeping already; ſome Bawd has made Prize 

of her as ſhe alighted from the Stage- Coach, — 

While ſhe has been flying from my Arms, ſhe 

has fallen into the Colonel's. . 


AIR 


. 
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AIR V. Set by Mr. SEEDO, 
How hapleſs is the Virgin's Fate, 
 #Whom all Mankind's purſuing ; 
For while ſhe flies this treach'rous Bait, 
From that, ſhe meets ber Ruin. 
So the 7oor Hare, when out of breath, 
From Hound to Man is preſt, 
Then he encounters certain Death 


And ſcapes the gentler Beaſt. [EZ xeunt, 


Enter Chloe, and Jenny. 
Chloe. Oh Jenny! mention not the Country, 
I faint at the Sound of it—there is more Plea- 
ſure in the Rattling of one Hackney-Coach, 
than in all the Muſick that Romances tell us, 
of ſinging Birds, and falling Waters. 


AIR VI. Set by Mr. SEEDO. 
Farewel, ye Hills and Valleys , 
5 Farewel ye verdant Shades, 
Dll make more pleaſant Sallies, 
Io Plays and Maſquerades, 
With Foy, for Town I barter 
Thoſe Banks where Flowers grow , 
What are Roſes to a Garter* © 
VV hat Lilies to a Beau? E 
| Fenry. Ay, Madam — wou'd the 10000 I, 
Prize were once come up. e 6 
Chloe. Oh, Jenny! be under no Apprehen- 
ſion. It is not only from what the Fortune- 
teller told me, but I ſaw it in a Coffee-Diſn, 
and I have dreamt of it every Night theſe three 
Weeks. Indeed, I am fo ſure of it, that I think 
of nothing but how I ſhall lay it out. 
Jenny. Oh, Madam! there is nothing fo eaſy 
in Nature, in this Town, as laying it _— 


The LOTTERY, | 

Chloe. Firſt of all, Jenny, I will bu -4 one of 
the beſt Houſes in Town, and furni 
Then intend to ſet up my Coach and Six, and 
have ſix fine tall Footmen. — Then I will buy 
me as many Jewels as I can wear. — All ſorts 
of fine Clothes I'll have too,——Theſe I intend 
to purchaſe immediately: And then for the 
reſt, I ſhall make a ſhift, you know, to ſpend 
it in Houſe-keeping, Cards, Plays, and Ma: 
uerades, and other iverſions. 
Fenny. It is poſſible you may. she has laid 
out Twenty thouſand of her Ten, already. 
Chloe. Well, I ſhall be a happy nnn 
= long to begin methinks. 


AIR VII. In Perſeus and Andromeda, 


Ob what Pleaſures will abound, -— 
When I've got ten thouſand Pound ! 
Oh how tourted I ſhall be? 
Ob what Lords will kneel to me! 
Who'll diſpute my, 
Wit and Beauty? 
When my golden Charms are found : 
O what Flattery, | 
In the Lottery, 
When It'e got ten thouſand "ITT ! 
An't J ſtrangely alter'd in one Week, Fenny 2 
Don't I begin to look as if I was born and bred - 
in London, already? Eh! does not the naſty red 
Colour go down out of my. Face ? Han t Ia good 
deal of pale Quality in me? | 
 Feuny. Oh, Madam! you come on  gloriouſly. 


18. 


Enter Servant. 585 
bo v. Madam! here's one Mr. Spatille at _ | 
1 
_, Chloe. Mr.  Spadille! Who is that? | 
Fenny. It is your Ladyſhip's 5 Qnadrille * 


en The 
C 2 - - OMe 


* 
; 
| 

f 


Viſitant. 


love, Fenny 


is Mr. Stocks, I ſuppoſe, 


|  LOTTHRHRY; 

chloe. Bid him come another time. I an't in 
a humour to learn any thing more this Morne 
ing. I'll take two Leſſons to-morrow tho 
for they tell me one 1s not qualify'd for any 
Company, till one can play at Quade ille. 
Serv. Mr. Stocks the Broker too, Madam, is 

Chloe. Oh! that's the Gentleman who is to 
rii{pole of my Ten thouſand Pound for me — 


dleſire him to walk np. Is it not pretty now 


to have fo many Viſitants. Is not this better 
than ſtay ing at home for whole Weeks, and 
ſeeing none but the Curate and his Wife, or the 
Squire. e 
Fenny. It may be better for you, than ſeeing 
the Squire; for, if I miſtake not, had you ſtay d 
many Weeks longer, he had been a dangerous 


Ll 


Chloe. I am afraid fo too— for I began to be 
in love with him, and when once a Woman's in 


Fenny. Lud have Mercy upon her! 


AIR VIII. Set by Mr. SE EDO. 
Chloe. / hen Lowe is lodg'd within the Heart, 
Poor Virtue to the Outworks flies; 
The Tongue, in Thunder, takes ber part, 
She darts in Lightning from the Eyes. 
From Lips and Eyes with gifted Grace, 


* In vain we keep out charming Sin; 


For Love will find ſome weaker place 
To let the dear Invader in, 


YL Enter Stocks. . 
Stocks. J had the Honour of receiving your 


Commands, Madam. 


Chloe. Sir, your humble Ser vant, —Your Nam 


Stocks. 


En — — ———— — — 


The LOTTERY. 


Stocks. So I am call'd in the Alley, Madam; 
a Name, tho' I ſay it, which wou'd be as well 
| Teceiv'd at the bottom of a piece of Paper, as any 

He's in the Kingdom. But if I miſtake nor, 
Madam, you wou'd be inſtructed how to to diſpoſe 

of 100001. | Re 

Chloe. I wow'd ſo, Sir. 7 

Stocks. Why, Madam, you know at preſent, 
Publick Intereſt is very low, and private Secu- 
rities very difficult to get. -and I am ſorry to ſay 
it, I am afraid there are ſome in the Alley _ 
are not the honeſteſt Men in the Kingdom. In 
ſhort, there is one way to diſpoſe of Money with 

Safety ; and Advantage, and that is — to put it 
into the Charitable Corporation. 

Chloe. The Charitable Corporation! pray, 

what is that? 
HSltocks. That is, Madam, a Method invented, 
by ſome very wife Men, by which the Rich 
may be charitable to the Poor, and be Money 
in Pocket by it. 


Enter Servant. 
Serv. Madam, here is one my. Land Lace de- 
fires to know if you are at home. 
Chloe. Oh Gemini! Who's that? | | 
Stocks. He is a Man of the firſt Quality, and 
one of the beſt Eſtates in the Kingdom: Why, 
he? s as rich as a Supercargo. 


Enter Jack Stocks, as 1 Lace. 
F. Stocks, Bid the Chair return again an Hour 
hence, and give Orders that the Chariot be not 
us'd this Evening, — Madam, I ont your moſt 
obedient humble Servant —Ha! E gad, Madam, 
I ask ten thouſand Pardons, I peel to have 


met another . 
C23 me Stocks, 


18 The LOTTERY. 


Stocks, IJ ſuppoſe your Lordſhip means the 
Counteſs of N | 

F. Stocks. Ay, the Counteſs of Sven Dzals.. 

Stocks. She left theſe Lodgings this Day 


Sev'night, my Lord, which was the Day this 


Lady came into em. „„ 
F. Stocks. I ſhall never forgive my ſelf being 

guilty of ſo great an Error; and unleſs the 

Breath of my Submiſſion can blow up the Re- 


dundancy of your Good- nature, till it raiſe the 


Wind of Compaſſion, I ſhall never be able to 
get into the Harbour of Quiet. 

Stocks, Well ſaid, Faith — the Boy has got 
ſomething by following Plays, I ſee. [A ſide. 

Chloe. Is this one of your proud Lords? Why, 
he is ten times more humble than the Parſon of 
our Pariſh. 5 . 

F. Stocks. Ha! and are you then reſolv'd not 
to pardon me! Oh! It is now too late; you may 


pronounce my Pardon with your Tongue, when 
Vou have executed me with your Eyes, | 


AIR IX. Set by Mr. SEED O. 
Chloe. Alas! my Lord, you're too ſerere, 
Upon ſo ſlight a thing; 3 
And ſince I dare not ſpeak for fear, 
05 give me leave to ing. 
A Rural Maid you find in me, 
That Fate Ie oft deplor'd ; 
Net think, not I can angry be, 
1 With ſuch a noble Lord. 
F. Stocks,” Oh raviſhing! exquiſite! Extaſy! 
Joy! Tranſport ! Miſery! Flames! Ice! How 
tall I thank this Goodneſs that undoes me! 
. Chloe. Undoes you, my Lord)?! 
F. Stocks, Oh Madam! there is a hidden 


Poiſon in thoſe Eyes, for which Nature has no 


Antidote, 8 
Chloe, 


Fenny. My Lord has the ſame Deſigns as the 
Squire, I fear, he makes Love too violent for it 
to be honourable. 1 [ Afide. 

Chloe. Alas, my Lord! I am young and igno- 
rant—tho' you ſhall find I have Senſe enough 


to make a good Market. owt 
5-4 | | | Ade. 


F. Stocks. Oh Madam! you wrong your own 
Charms. Mr. Stccks, do you ſend this Lady the 
Diamond Ring you have of mine to ſet. 
Shall I beg you won'd honour it with wearing? 
It is a Trifle, not worth above 3oooT. 
You ſhall have it again the Day after we are 


marry'd, upon Honour, 
| | [ Aſide to Stocks. 


| Stocks. It ſhall be ſent to your Lordſhip's Or- 
der in three Days time — which will be after 
you are marry'd, if you are marry'd at all. 
1 FM, [ Alde to bin. 
Chloe, Indeed, my Lord, I know not what to ſay. 
F. Stocks. Nor I neither, Rat me! [Aide] Say 


but you will be mine. 


Chloe. You are too haſty, Sir. Do you think 
I can give you my Conſent at firſt Sight? 
F. Stocks. Oh! it is the Town way of Wooing; 
People never ſee one another above twice before 
Marriage———— 
Stocks. Which may be the reaſon why ſome 
of 'em ſcarce ſee one another above twice after 
they are marry d. 5 
F. Stocks, I wou'd not preſume to ask ſuch a 

thing, if I were not preſſed by Neceſſity. For, 
if I am not marry'd in a Day or two, I ſhall be 
oblig'd to marry another whom I have pro- 
mis'd already, -— be 

Chloe. Nay, if you have been once falſe, you 
will always be ſo. 15 " 


* 
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A . Set by Mr. SEE Do. 


7s ve often heard 
Two things averr'd, 
By my dear Grandmamma 
To be as ſure, © 
As light is pure, 
As Kaavery in Law. 
The Man who'l} prove 
Once falſe to Love, 
Will ſtil make Truth his Seoff ; 
And Woman that 5 
Hus -=- you know what, 
Will never leave it o 


Stocks, ] ſee, Madam, this is a very j improper 


time for Buſineſs, ſo I'll wait on your Ladyſhip in 


the Afternoon. 

J. Stocks, Let me beg leave, Madam, to give 
you a little Advice. I know ſomething of this 
Town. — Have nothing to do with that Fellow, 


he is one of the greateſt Rogues that ever was 


hang'd. 

Chloe. F thought, my Lord, you had ſpoke juſt 
now as if you had employ'd him too. 

J. Stocks. Yes, Madam, yes, the Fellow 
has ſome 40 or 50,000 J. of mine in his Hands, 
which, if ever I get out, I give you my Honour, 
if I can help it, I'll never ſee his Face again. But 
as for your Money, don't trouble _— about 
it, leave the diſpoſal of that to me T't 
warrant I 1 find ways to lay it out. 


Enter Lovemore. 


Fun My Chloe ! Ha. can you turn chus ai. 
daintul from me? | 
Chloe. Sir, I know you not. | | 
Li. Not know me! And is this the Fellow 
for hom Iam un known 12 this Powoer- Puff- Have 
5 7 oy 
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you ſurrender'd to him in one Week, what I have 
been Ages in ſoliciting? 


J. Stocks. Hark'e, Sir, - whoever you are, 
I wou'd not have you think, becauſe I am a Beau, 
and a Lord, that I won't fight. 
| Lovem. A Lord! Oh! there it is: the Charms are 


in Title--Yer what will the Title avail to a Miſtreſs? 


She will have no Pretenſions to it. A Lord's 
Miſtreſs has no Title till he has marry'd her. 

J. Stocks. You will find, Sir, that a Lord's Wife 
has Honour, Sir, which it will be dangerous to 
take away. | 

Lovem. Ay, almoſt impoſſible ! for why ſhou'd it 
not be as difficult to take away her Honour, as 
ker Husband's, which is quite impoſſible. 


AIR XI. Dame of Honour. 
Nice Honour, by a private Man, 
With Zeal muſt be maintained; 
For ſoon tis liſt, aud hardly can 
Ze evermore regained. 
But once right Wnourable grown, 
He's then its rightful Owner; 
Fr tho he's the greateſt Rogue in Tywn, 
He ſtill is a Man of Hnuur. 


J. Stocks. Sir, it is this Lady that protects ycu 
— or — Wy | | 

Lwem. What can you ſee in this walking Per- 
fume-ſhop, that can charm you? Is this the Vir- 
tue, and the Virtue, that you have been thund' ring 
in my Ears? Sdeath! I am diſtracted ! that ever 
a Woman ſhou'd be proof againſt the Arts of Man- 
kind, and fall a Sacrifice to a Monkey, 


AIR 


16 The LOT TER XI. 1 
| ATR: XI. Son Confus. 155 a 


Some confounded Planet reigning, 
Surely hath, be yond explaining, 155 
Tur Senſe defiled, 
Zo like that Rake, 
And e 
To miſi ale. 
I ond wonder, 
Con d you blunder, 
Cou d you blunder thus awike. 
But fince you are ſo ungrateful, 
Since my Service is growa hateful, 
Mailing, I the Place jorjake, 
And ſiuce you think fit, 
Me for him to quit, | | 
Ev'n brew, ev'n brew as you bake. 5 


AIR XIII. Set by Mr. SEE DO. 


Chloe. Dear Sir, be not in fach a Paſſion, 
4 | There's never a Maid in the Nation, 
q Ibo wou'd not forego © 
A dull Squire for a Beau ; 
3 Leve is not your proper Vocatirn. 
j Lovem. Dear Madam, be not in ſuch a Fury, 
j Fir from St. James's to Drury. 
; No Widow you'll find, 
1 N, Wife if your Mind. 
Chloe. Ab hideous ! I cannot endure you. LS 3 
| Ab ! ſee him bow neat ! 
Ah ! ſmell him how frvert 4 
Ah ! hear but his n, words ftw] 
IJhat Maid in her Senſes, 
But muſt fall into Trances, 
At the Sight of fo lovely a Beau! 


= — — — — — * 
* E 0 ” - = 
oy 2 _ * - - — + * = ” 


23 Stocks, Ha, ha, ha! we are 1 oblig d to 
you, Madam. — Ha, ha! Squire Neodle, 
faith, you make a.very cdd fort of a ridicilous 

| Figure, Ha, ha! e | Chloe. 
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Chloe. Not worth your Lordſhip's Notice. 3 
Lovem. I woud adviſe you, my Lord, as you 7 
love the Safety of that pretty Perſon of yours, n 
to let me find it at my Return; for if I come 
within the Smell of your Pulyilio, I win {ſo me- 
tamorphoſe your Beauſhip - TIN 
J. Stocks. Impudent Scoundre ! 
Chloe, I am frighren'd out of my Wits, for I 
know he is very deſperate. | 
J. Stocks. Oh, Madam! leave me to deal with 
him; FUl let a little Light thro' his Body. 
Chloe. Ah! but my Lord! what will be the 
Conſequence of that? 
J. Stocks, Nothing at all, Madam I have 
kil'd half a Dozen ſuch dirty Fellows, | and no 
Notice taken of it. 
- Chloe. For my fake, my Lord, have 2 care ol 
yourſelf, 
AIR XIV. Set by Mr. SEEDO. 


Ab think, my Lord! how I ſhou'd yup 
Jo ſee your Lordſhip bang d; 
But greater ſtil my Fears, — 
Left I fhoud ſee you hang d. 
= Ah ! who cou'd ſee, 
On Tyburn Tree, 
Vn ſwinging in the Air; 
A Halter round 
Tour white Neck bcund, 
Inſtead of Solitare. 


J. Stocks, To prevent all Danger, then, lee us 
be marry'd this Inſtant. 

Chloe. O fy! my Lord; the World will ſay I am 
a ſtrange forward Creature. 
J. Stocks. The World, Madam, * be ſaucy 
enough to talk of you, if you were marry d to a 
private Gentleman but as you will be a 
Woman of Quality, they won't be W NY at 


ny thing you an: 7 | 


— 1 
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is this committing Murder in my Houſe? Who 
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. Chloe. People of Quality have indeed Privilege 


they ſay, beyond other People. 


AIR XV. Hunt the Squirrel. 
Whom do not Debts enthral? F? 
People of Quality, People of Quality. 
Who are proud of nothing at al? 
People of Quality, 
At Church, and Court, 
ho dares to ſport? 
At Park, at Play, at Ball, 
IW/ho ratile, praitle, tattle all? 


| People of Quality. i e [Exeunr, 5 
Jenny. This is ſomething like — there is ſome 
Mertle in theſe London Lords. — Our poor 


Country Squires will always put us to the Bluſh 
of confenting — theſe Sparks know a Woman's 
Mind before ſhe ſpeaks it. Well, it is certainly a 


great Comfort to a Woman, who has done what 


ſhe ſhau'd not do, that ſhe did it without het own 
Conſent. ER = | 4 
Enter Lovemore. | 
Lovem. Ha! flown? Mrs. Jenny, where's your 
Miſtreſs? _. SY F 
Jenny. My Miſtreſs, Sir, is with my Maſter. 
Lovem. Damnation! Where? Shew me this In- 
ſtant, and 1 | . 
Jenny. And what? It is ſurprizing to me how 
2 Man of Mr. Lovemore s Senſe . ſhou'd purſue a 
Woman who uſes him ſo ill ———— when, to my 
certain Knowledge, there is a Woman in the 
World has a much juſter Notion of his Mexits. 
Lovem. Hark'e, Mrs. Minx, tell me where your 
Miſtreſs is, or I'll ſqueeze your little Soul our. 
Jenny. Oh, Murder! Murder! help! Murder! 
Enter Mrs, Stocks. : 
Mrs. Stocks. Heyday! what's the Matter? Who 


Are. 
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are you, Sir? What Raſcal, what Thief are you, 
Sir? Hey! 1 
Lovem. This muſt be the Baud, by the polite- ] 
neſs of her Language, [Afide.] Dear Ma-. 


dam, be not in ſuch a Paſſion ; I am no bilkiog 


younger Brother; and tho I'm no Lord, you may | 
| End me a gaod Cuſtomer, and as good a Paymalter j 
as any lac'd Fop in Chriſtendom. 1 
Mrs. Stacks. Sir, 1 — no Shop nor want ; 
any of your Cuſtom. What has he done to N 
you, Child? (io Jenny. 
Jenny. He has done N to me, indeed, Ma- 
dam, only ſqueez d me by the Arm, t ro tell him 
where my Miſtreſs was. 
M xs. Kocks. And What haye you to do with 
her Miſtreſs? | 
Lovem. Why, Faith, I am like to have nothing 
to do with her Miſtreſs, without your good Of- 
fices. Look'e, Mother, let me have the Firſt 
of her, and here are 500 J. at your Service. 
Mrs“ Stocks. What does the Saucebox mean? 
. Loven. Ha, ha, ha! 


AIR XVI. Set by Mr. SEE DO. 


When the Candidate offers bis Purſe, 

bat Voter requires what he meant ? 

When a great Man attempts to disburſe ? 

!- What little Man ask'd his Intent? 
When the Lover has nam d the Maid, 
And thus has ask'd good Mothers Aid, 
* but a Novice in the Trade, . 

Mou d ever ask his Meaning 


Mrs. Bae Oh! I underſtand you too well 
Oh that ever I ſhoud live to fee this 
Day! ! l that have eſcax'd. the Name of a 

| Whore in my Youth, to be call'd a Bawd in my 
ald Age, —— Sirrah, Sirrah, . the Mother that 
nal you Was not an honeſter Woman, 'y — | 
Sr 208 31-236 mei 
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4 filthy Fellow has offer'd me Money to 


— — 


Enter Jack Stocks, and Chloe. 
J. Stocks, What's the matter, Mrs. Hacks! ? 


Mrs. Stocks. Oh, Madam! had you heard how 


Pre been abus'd upon your Account — here's a 


Cilee. What, dear Madam ? 
| Mrs. Stocks. To procure him your Ladyſhip— 


- dear Madam, — 


7. Stocks. Sir, I deſire you wou'd omit any far- 
ther Sollicitations to this Lady, and on that Con- 
— I forgive the paſt, This Lady is now my 

ife 
Lovem. How! fs this true, Chloe? 

. Chloe, Ev'n as you ve heard, Sir. 

J. Kocks. Here's a Fellow won t tale a Lord's 


Word for a Wife? | 
Lovem. Henceforth, I will never rake a Woman? 8 


Word for any thing. 


AIR XVII. Set by Mr. SEE Do. 


Heav'n Fear d, when firſt it Woman made 6 
Too perfect ſhe had been, - 
herefore took care 
That thoſe who were 
Without ſo fair, 
Shou'd be within 
Well cramm d with eu . 


Enter Servant, who gives a Letter to Chloe, during = 


the Yong She faints, 
ty, = help. my Lady faints! 


Lovem. 


1 — What can this mean? —oThis Letter 
- muſt unfold — 9 2 Read. 


Madam, 
No. 4960, is a Blank. 


Ha, ha, ha! — my dear Angel —— - and — 


W give you any Pain? 
Chu. Does it not you? 8 7, * 


— . 
+, 
L 


1 
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29 Stocks. Not a Moment's, my Dear, indeed. 

Chloe. And can you hear the Diſappoincment, 
WARE upbraiding me? 

J. Socks. Uopbraiding vou! Ha, ha, hat with 


Sat 7 


Chloe. Why, did for you marry me for my Por- 
tune? | 

J. Stocks, No, no, my Dear—1 marry d you for 
your Perſon; I was in love with that only, wy" 


Angel. 


Chloe. Then the Loſs of my Fortune ſhall give 


me no longer Uneaſineſs. 


J. Stocks. Loſs: of your Fortune! Ha! How! 
What! What! 

Chloe. O my Dear, I had no Fortune but what 
I promis d mylelt from the Lottery. 

J. Stocks, Ha! 


s Chloe. So the Devil take all e Dreams, 
and Conjurers. 


J. Stocks, The Devil tale them, indeed and 
am I marry'd to a Lottery-Ticket, to an Imaginary 
Ten thouſand Pound? Death! Hell! and Furies! 

Chloe. Is this your Love for me, my Lord? 

J. Stocks. Love for you „Damn you, Fool, Idiot. 


=— Blood! Blunders! Blanks! and Bubbles ! ! 


Jenny. This it is to marry a Lord — he can 3 
be civil to his Wife the firſt Day, | 
Enter Stocks. 

Stocks. Madam, the Subſcriptions are ready — 
and if my Lord | 
2h Seocks. Brother, this is a Trick of yours to . 

ruin me. | 
Stocks. Heyday! Whar' s the matter now? _ 
J. Socks. Matter! Why, I have had a Lwant 

hv upon me. | 
Lovem. The Ten thouſand Pound is come up 2 

Blank, that's all. | | 
* Stocks, A Blank ? 2885-3 J. Socks, 


— ̃¶ N— — — — 
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| J. Stocks. Ay, a Blank; do you pretend to be 
ignorant of it? However, Madam, you are bit as 
| | well as I am, for I am no more a Lord than you 
| area Fortune. Here, Sir, take your Clothes again; 

III ſhew you I am no Lord, for I ſcorn to wear 

fine Clothes, withour a Shilling in my Pocket. 

Stocks. And is this the 10, 00 J. I was to diſpoſe n 
of? I have been trying to bring that to nothing, | 
. which was Nothing before. (Ade. 
Che. Now I'm undone, indeed. a 


A IR XVIII. 5 Caro, 


Lovem. Smile, ſmile, my Chloe, ſmile, 
© | Repining baniſh, 

Let Sorrow, let Sorrow vaniſh, 
iS Grief does the faireſt Complexion ſpoil. 
Wn. - Smile, ſmile, my Chloe, ſmile ; 
1 Lift up your ebarming, 
| Charming, : : 

. | Charming, 
|; 5 Char — ming Eyes ; 
| Charming, 


— 
5 


| A, Phobus' brighteſt Rays in Summer Skies. 
As you ſcem, Sir, to have no overbearing Fondnefs 
| for your Wife, I'll take her off your Hands. As 
Fou have miſs'd a Fortune with her, what ſay you 
do a Fortune without her? — Reſign over all 
Pretenſions in her to me, and I'll give you a 1D 
Thouſand Pound this Inſtant. — 
J. Stocks, Ha! Pox; I ſuppoſe they are a Thou- 
ſand Pounds you are to get in the Lottery,  - _ 
1 Lovem, Sir, you ſhall receive em this moment. 
J Stocks. Shall I? Then, Sir, to ſhew you Il 

be beforehand with you, here ſhe is — take her — _ 
deer I ack ber back of pon again, may I 
\| . Joſe the whole Thouſand at the firſt Sitting! 
Chloe. And can you part with me ſo eafily? 


— 


5 


F. Stocks, Part with you? If I was marry'd 
to the whole Sex, I'd part with 'em all for half 


the Money. 


Lorem. Come, my dear Chloe, had you been 
marry'd, as you imagin'd, you ſhou'd have loſt 


nothing by the Change: 


Chloe. A Lord! Faugh! I begin to deſpiſe the 
Name now, as heartily as I lik d it before. 

Stocks. Well, Fack, I hope you'll forgive me, 
for if J intended you any Harm, may Tickets 
fall, and all the Horſes I have let To-day, be 


drawn Blanks To-morrow! 


F. Stocks, Brother, I believe you ; for as I do 
not apprehend you cou'd have got a Shilling by 


being a Rogue, it is poſſible you may have been 


| honeſt. | | | \ 
Toren. Come, my dear Chloe, don't let your 


Luck grieve you ——you are not the only Per. 
ſon has been deceiv'd in a Lottery, 
; | AIR XIX. — 
That the World is a Lottery, what Man can doubt? 
Then born, we're put in,when dead, we're drawn out; 
And tho Tickets are bought by the Fool, and theWiſe, 
Yer tis plain there are more than ten Blanks to a Prize. 
Sing Tantarara, Fools all, Fools all. | 
Stocks. The Court bas it Jef a bad Lottery's Face, 
Where ten draw a Blank, before one draws a Place? 
For a Ticket in Law who won'd give you Thanks? 
For that Wheel contains ſcarce any but Blanks. 
Sing Tantarara, keep out, keep out. 


Lovem.'Mongſt Doctors and Lawyers ſome good ones are found; 


But, alas! they are rare as the Ten thouſand Pound. 
Ho ſcarce is a Prize, if with Women you deal, 
Takecarehow you marry---for Ob! in that Wheel 

| (Sing Tantarara,) Blanks all, Blanks all. 

Stocks. That the Stage is a Lottery, by all tis agreed, 

M here ten Plays are damm d, ere one can ſucceed; 
The Blanks are ſo many, the Prizes ſo ftr, 

We all are undone, unleſs kindly you, 


Sins Tantarara,) Clap all, Clap all. | : 
"OT 5 ap 7 ap | | x wil. 
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UD! I'm almo /t end to * my FURY 1 

1 | Vas ever Woman like my Lady Lace: - ; | 
i; Maids have been often Wives, and Widows Joon, 

* But, I'm Maid, IWife, and Fido, all in one. 

19 Whe'd truft to Fortune, if ſhe plays fuch Pranks? 
178 Ten I. houſand--and a Lord ! and both prove Blanks! 
A4 piteous Caſe! and what is Hill more madding, 
Jo loſe ſo fine a Lord before I bad him. 
Had all been well till Honey- Moon was over, 

| It bad been then na Wonder to diſcover, | 
| Ta new Miſtreſs, He a rival Lover. 
| N To wake ſo ſoon from ſuch delicious Dreams, 


Such pure, polite, extravagant fine Schemes 
Of Plays, and Opera's, and Maſquerades, 

Of Equipage, Quadrille, and powder'd Blades, 
And all blown up at once — Ob] horrid Sentence » 
F orcd to take up at laſt— 116 fought. an old 
| : Acquaintance. 
| But bold — hen my Misfortunes I oa | 
Azad tis well T've any Man at all. 55 
1 Tet ſince diſcarded once at ſuch ſort Warning. 
T bis tuo may turn me off to-morrow Morning. 
|| Tf that ſhould happen, I were fin?ly flur'd ; Tr 
4 That ſhould I then do? What! why get a third. 
ell if be does, as I have cauſe to fear, 

Nee ow Night, Gallants, you'll find me bere. 


E NIS. 


